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Ah! lest some thorn should pierce thy tender foot, 685

Or thou shouldst fall in flying my pursuit,

To sharp uneven ways thy steps decline,

Abate thy speed, and I will bate of mine.

Yet think from whom thou dost so rashly fly;

Nor basely born, nor shepherd's swain am I.       690

Perhaps thou know'st not my superior state,

And from that ignorance proceeds thy hate.

Me Claros, Delphos, Tenedos, obey;

These hands the Patareian sceptre sway.

The King of gods begot me: what shall be,        695

Or is, or ever was, in fate, I see.

Mine is the invention of the charming lyre;

Sweet notes, and heavenly numbers, I inspire,

Sure is my bow, unerring is my dart;

But ah 1 more deadly his, who pierced my heart 700

Med'cine is mine, what herbs and simples grow

In fields and forests, all their powers 1 know,

And am the great physician called below.

Alas, that fields and forests can afford

No remedies to heal their love-sick lord!             705

To cure the pains of love, no plant avails,

And his own physic the physician fails."

She heard not half, so furiously she flies,
And on her ear the imperfect accent dies.
Fear gave her wings; and as she fled, the wind   710
Increasing spread her flowing hair behind;
And left her legs and thighs exposed to view,
Which made the god more eager to pursue.
The god was young, and was too hotly bent
To lose ,his time in empty compliment;               715

But led by love, and fired by such a sight,
Impetuously pursue^ his near delight

As when the impatient greyhound* dipt from far,
Bounds o'er the glebe, to course the fearful hare,
She in her speed does all her safety lay,               720

And he with double speed pursues the prey;